
Abate tbyhourcs,fhine comforts, from the eaftj 

That I hiaybackcto Athens, by day light, 

Fromthefc that my poore company aetcli: 

And ficepe,thatfometimeslhutsvpiorrowcseyc, 

Stcale mee a while from mine owne companie. Sleeve, 
Rob. Y et but threePCome one more* 

Two of both kindes makes vp fower, 

Heare fhee comes, curftandfadde. 

C»p«fisaknauifhladde, 

Thus to makepoore females madde. 

Her. Neuer fo weary ,ncuerfo in woe. 

Bedabbled with the deaw,andtornc with bners;- 
J can no further ctawlc, no further goc: 

My legges can keepe no pafe with my defires* 

Here will 1 reft mee, till the breake of day: 

Hcauens filicide L;/*.Wcr,iftheymeane a fray. 

Rob. On the groundjflcepe found: 
lie apply your eye, gentle louer, remedy. 

When thou wak’ft, thou tak’ft 

True delighr,in the fight, ofthyformer ladies eye: 

And the country prouerbe knowne. 

That euery man fhould take his owne. 

In your waking (hall be fhowen, 

Afc^elhallhaue//'//: noughtfiiallgoeill: 

The man fhall haue his mareagain > & all fhall be well. 
Enter Queene of Faieries,rf»^C/<w«e,*»^vj^f^ies:rf8#f 
the kj»g behinde thenu . 

r " T/M.Come fit thee downevpon thisflowry bed. 

While 1 thy amiable cheekes doecoyj 

And flick musk rofes in thy fieeke linooth head. 

And kifle thy faire large eares,my gentle ioy* 
C/<m*.Whcre’s Pedfe-blojfomei 
7m. Ready, 

Clow. Scratch my headcjPc.*/e-^/0j(7«wtf.Wher’sMouR» 
lieur Cobweb? Ceb, R,cady, 

C/o t 


A Midiommer nrgnccs ar came. 

Cl 0% Mounfieur Cb ^goodMounfieur^get you your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red hipc Humble Bee, 
on the toppe of a thiftle : and good Mounfieur, bring mcc 
thehonybagge. Doe not fret your felfe too much, in the 
aaion, Mounfieur : and good Mounfieur haue a care, the 
honvbaeee breake not, 1 wold be loath to haue you oucr- 
flowen with a honibag fgmon Where’s Mounfieur Muf- 
tardfeede? ^ 

me your neafe, Mounfieur Mnfardfeed^Vny 

you,leaueyourcurtfic,good Mounfieur, 
what’s your will? 

Clo. Nothing good Mounfieur > but to hclpeCaualery 
Cobwebbe, toferateb, I mutt to the Barbers , Mounfieur. 
For me thinkes I am maruailes hairy about the face, Andl 
amfuchatender AfTe, ifmy hairedoebue tickle mee, I 
muftfcratch. 

Tit*. WhatjWiltthouhearefomemuiique, my lweet* 

louc? . e . T 

Clo. lhaue areafonable good earcin muhque . Lets 

hauethetongs, andthc bones* 

I'yta.Ot, fayfweeteloue,whatthoudefireftto eate, 
CVo.Truely apeckeofprouander.I could mounch your 
oood dry Oates.Me thinkes,! haue a great defire to a bot. 
de of hay. Good hay,fweete hay hath no fellow, (hoord, 
Ty, 1 ha*c a venturousFairy,that fhall feeke the Squirils 
Andfetch thee newe nuts, . , 

Clo. 1 had rather haue a handfullyortwoofdryed peafe, 
Bur,t pray you.let none of your people flirts me: lhaue an 
expofition of fleepe come vpon mcc, 

Tyta. Sleepc thou, andl willwinde thecinmyarmes, 

F aicries be gon, and be alwaics away. 

So doth the woodbine, the fwectc Honiiuckle, 

Gentlyentwifhthe female luy fo 

Enrings the barky fingers of the Elme, ^ 
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